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or taking, as the case may be, the hue of its own sentiment. Some of 
her lyrics have the highest charm of feeling and measure ; fresh and 
full of unexpected turns, they have the freedom and simplicity, the 
delightful nonchalance, of nursery rhymes, but such as are sung only by 
the Muse over the cradles of her favorites. They have that exhilarat- 
ing want of purpose, that singing for mere singing's sake, that seemed 
to be lost since the day of the Old Dramatists. Miss Ingelow raises 
high expectations, which we have no doubt her maturer powers will 
fully justify. 

22. — Poems in the Dorset Dialect. By William Barnes. Boston : 
Crosby and Nichols. 1864 12mo. pp. viii. and 207. 

We need do no more than announce the republication of this vol- 
ume, for it comes to us with its reputation already made. Mr. Barnes 
is not a peasant writing in his native patois, but a scholar who has 
made himself perfect master of a dialect, for such the language of Dor- 
setshire almost deserves to be called ; not quite in the same sense as 
Lowland Scotch, the French of Jasmin, the German of Hebel, or the 
Italian of Meli, but still a dialect in its retention of archaic forms and 
words peculiar to itself. These poems, laying no claim to any very 
high imaginative power, have the merit, almost as rare, of nature and 
simplicity. Mr. Barnes, with a true sense of his own strong point, 
called a former volume " Homely Rhymes." But his verse is homely 
only in the best sense, that it deals with household sentiment and the 
mirth or sadness of the fireside. He writes, like Robert de Brunne, 

" For the luf of symple men, 
That strange English can not ken, 
For tho that on this land wonn 
That the Latyn ne Frankys conn." 

People that are reasonably tired of metaphysics in rhyme, who have 
tastes not yet so dulled that they need to have even passion red-peppered 
for them, will find real solace and refreshment in these poems. In sub- 
ject and treatment, they are sweet, kindly, and rural. Nor is the dia- 
lect such as to make them hard reading. There is hardly a stanza in 
the volume which cannot be made English by a change of spelling, a 
curious illustration of what we said before, — that Mr. Barnes writes in 
a language which he has acquired, and not to which he was born. This 
fact, however, as the tongue is neither foreign nor dead, does not in the 
least detract from the perfectly easy naturalness of the poems. 



